wealth of training, ideals, in their hands, those boys whom I knew would yet be unable to leave the ghetto. They would remain tied fast to the old immigrant environment.
That was what I might do. Why, I realised poignantly, I would never live in America! I would live in a little Russia crowded into an American slum.
All my life, all my interests, centred in the college walls, with nothing beyond them. When the college days would be over this wonderful world would disappear forever from me like an enchanted castle that had faded in the night.
During the second semester of my senior year I walked about dazed, not meeting mother's eyes. To my classmates there were great vistas of life after the sadness of the graduating day. There were homes in which [137] I ate it.    All the pastoral beauty which we had  seen in  the (>34l
